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CHAPTER I

Violst Grimshaw was a Massachusetts girl, twenty-two years old,
Mo_ul by family fortunes to leave her American home and seek a living in

Kuropa,

Thus, In course of time, sha came to the oM Irlsh country seat of Drum-
@o0le, aa governess for erippled little EMa French,

Mr. Michael French, EMs's father, was a widower, He was also in
pérpstual financinl hot water; hot water from which he ¢and his factotum,

Moriarty, and his jockey,

Owen, would somas day resous him. For Garryowen had
To rackrent old Drumgools cams Violet. An Englishman named

Dashwood,
begulle th
L]

Andy Meshan) fondly hoped his new celt, Garry-
spood,

Bobby
who was fishing at the nearby village of Cloyns, had helped to
last part of her long journey thither,

And Effle and old Mrs,

thoe Frenches' housekeeper, made her weloome at the end of It
Frenoh that day had just returned from a visit to Dublin, and his first
a0k on reaching homes was to go to Garryowen's stable.

A lovely head was thrust out. It
waAs Garryowen's. The eye so full of
kindliness and fire, the moblle nostrils
telling of delicate sonsibllities and fine
fesllng, the nobility and intelligence
that spoke In every line of that dell-
oataly cut head—those had
to be understood.

en was more than a horss
to Mr, ench. He was a friend, and
was to pull the family fortunes out
of the mire, to ralss the family namse,
to erown his master with laurels

Garryowen wan French's last eard,
on which he was about to speculate
his last penny. In simpler language,
he was to run in the City and Subur.
ban in the ensulng year and to win It

The bother to Mr, French was that in
the spring of next year he would have
to find fifteen hundred pounds to sat-
lsfy the claims of a gentleman named
Lewis, and how he was to do this
and at the same time bear the ex-
pomses of getting the horss to Enge
land and running him was a question
quits beyond solution at present

Not only had the horse to be run,
but he had to be backed,

French had decided to win the City
and Buburban, Me wished rometimes
now that he had mads Punchestown
the Mmit of his desires: but having
coms to a decision, this gentleman
never went back on it. Desides, he
would never have »o good a chance
again of winning a big English roace
and a fortune at the samo time, for
Uarryowen was a dark bhorse, if ever
a horse waa darl, and o fiyer, \f ever
o croature without wings deserved the
title.
¢ “Oh, bother the moeney! Wae'll got
it somehow,” French would say, clos-
ing his bankbook and tearing up the
sheet of notepaper on which he had
besn making figures He calculated
that, gathering together mll his re-
sources,. he would have enough to
rup the horse and back him for a
thousand. To do this he would have
to perform the most Intricats evolu-
tiong. As It was, the balliffs were
y around, secking to gain ac
osss t0 Drumgoole

The one bright spot in his affalrs
wne the fact that Effle had two hun-
dred and fifty ($1,250) a year, settled
on her so tightly by a presclent grand-
father that no art or artifice could un-

e it or fing It into the mwlting

N*rcm Garryowen's stall French re-
turped to the houme, thers to meet
Dashwood, who bhad called on Misa
Grimshaw.

*T'm awfully sorry,” sald Dashwood,
on sight of him, “but I've made a mis-
take. 1 met this young ludy as she
waa ooming here, 1 thouglit you were
a Mr. Michael French I'd met in

on. I've been fishing down here.”

m*um," sald Mr, French, “this is a

pleasant surprise. Sit down, alt
-

down,

*1 ought te s';‘r my lr:;rno is Dash-
waod," t in the explainer,

“.li a%“wn. it down, 1I'm delighted
to seo you, Btaying at the Inn, ars
yout Is that chalr ensy? No, It's
not—take this one. Look at it befors
you ait in it. Dan O'Counnell took his
seat in that chair when he was here
for tho eloctions, In my grandfather's
time, and I have the bed upstalrs he
slept in. Which Michael French, I
wonder, was it you met?T Was it &
man with a big, black beard -

*Yes,” replled Mr. Dashwood.

®ind gold-rimmed spectacles?

“Yeoa,

#“Did he bawl like & bull?*

“}Ho had rather a loud volee

“rhat's him. He's my cousin, bad
lock to him! No matter. 'I"il. he even
with him soma day yot. He's the hig-
goat black—I] mean, we hive nover
been friends; but that's always tho
way between relations, And that re-
minds me. Welcoms you ara to the
house and all it holds, and make your-
gelf ut home! you and and Miss LGrim-
shaw! And here we are sitting in the
old drawing-room that's only uﬂm‘l for
company once In o twelvemonth. Coma
down to the altting-room, both of you.

‘s & fire thera,
is {sn't & bad bit of an old hall,

s it7" continued he as they pansad
through the hall, “It's the oldest part
of the houss, Do you ses that split in
the panelling up thers? That's whern
a bullet went In the duel between
Coupsallor Kinsella and Colunel
White. ‘Black White' was hls n_lnk-
oame, and well ho deserved it. They
fought hers, for It wns snowing so
thick outside you couldn't seé a wan
at ten paces, KEighteen hundred and
ons, that was, and they In their
graves all thesa years! No, no one
was Killed, Only a tenant that had
coms in to ses tha fun, and hs got in
the line of fire. Ha recovered, I Lo-
llava, though they say he carried the
bullet in his head to the end of h1.1
days. ‘This is the sitting-roum. | {7
the warmest roam In winter, Ihe old
houss 14 as full of holes as n colandsr,
but- youw'll never get a draught hore
Norah!"—putting bis hoad out of the
door

“Yous, sir'

“Bring tha

to be seen

decanters. You don't

ind smoking, Miss Grimshaw?
ght:l'n a good job, Arn you fond of
borses, Mr. Dashwood

*Hathar."
ywell, there's tho hoof of tha
anaughraun,  He cariled everything

before him In Ireland, Me wis my
grandtather's, and ho wias entered
for the Derby, and suome blaokguards
yalsonad him, 1t would be befors your
Mme, and hix death mads more stir
than the death of anything that ever
went on four legs, axcept, muyhs, old

Nebuchadnezzar., They mans songs
about It, und 1 have & ballad upstairs
la Yy desk a4 yard long wmy fathor
bought from an old woman in Abbey
wireet.  MHeora'a the whisky., Sure,

Norah, what have you bheen dreaming
aba and why didp’'t you bring wine
for t ung lady? Nol drink winn!
Well, now, Just say the word, and I'il
get you some tea. Or would you

gl g

ke coffea? Wall, well ‘when,'
Mr, Dashwood.” - 0
“I like this room," sald Miss Orim-
shaw, looking round at the books and
the oak panelling. “It's so comy, and
TOL" hieny 1 Dea your pardons

e w your on,
sald Mr, French, pausing in his
operations with a soda-water siphon,

“A ghost."

"I belleve there's an old woman
without a head walka in the top cor-
ridor by the servants’ bedroomas. At
least, that's the mtory; but it's all
nonsenses, though It doss to trighten the
girls with and get them to bed early.”

The joy Mr. hwood managed to
extract from that usually unjoyful
thing onlled lfe hinted at alochemy
father than chamlistry. Joy, too, with-
out any by-products In ths way of
hendaches or heartaches. Utterly
irresponaible, but without a serious
vice, always bright, clean and haalthy
and alert for any sort of sport as a
terrier, he was as good to meet and
bave around one as a spring morn-
ing—that I»s to say, whan one was in
tune for him,

He had five hundred ($2,500) a yeoar
of his own, with prospects of great
weonlth on the death of an uncle, and
oven out of thia poverty he managed
to extract pleasure of a sort in the
excitement of settling with ereditoras
and trying to make both ends meet
=—which they noever did. ® * @

Extract from a letler addressed by
Miss V, Grimshaw to a friend:

“Sinee 1 last wrote to you, young
Mr. Dashwood has left. He stayed
three days. Mr. French insisted on
bhis staying, sent for his luggnge to
the inn at Cloyne, put him up in the
bast bedroom, where I bellave Dan
O'Connell once slept, and kept him
up till all hours of ths morning,
drinking far more whiskey than was
Evod for his constitution, 1 am sure.

“We had an awfully good time
while he was heres, and the house
peoma a litle dull now that he Is gone,
Ho asked me before he left if he
might write to ms and tell ms how
he was gettirg on. But he hasn't
written yot, He was a nice boy. One
can not saslly even vaguoly describe
thoe affalrs of this household,

“A balliff has arrived in a closed
carrlage from Cloyns, and has besn
in bed ever siuwco with Intluensa,
caught by exposure on the wmoors.
He ls convalescent now, and I met
him in the garden this morning, 'tak«
ing the air on a stick,” to use Mr,
French's expression. 1 bolleve the
debt Ia to a Mr. Harrison, but the
ballift s staying on as a guest. Mr.
French geols me at nlght sometimes
to help him in his accounts, Ha tella
mae all his affairs and money worriss,
His affairs aro simply appalllng, and
he has a mad schoeme for running &
horss next spring in a blg English
race, the Buburban something or
other, by which he hopes to make a
fortune. When I polnt out the lm-
posaibliity of tha thing, he closes up
his nccount books and says there is
0o uss in meeting troubles half way,

“Effio is a bright little thing, but
thera s something about her I oan't
quite understand., She has a eecret,
which she tells me aho Is golng to
tell me somo day, but what it Is I
can't make out. Now I must stop,
Oh, but I forgot, How shall I say 1t?
How ghall 1 tell 1t? I have an ad-
mirer, He Ia a little man, & ocousin
of Mr, French's. You remember thoss
Q:cturns of Bunny Jim on the postora?

‘ell, he s not Hke that; much
stouter und moere serious looking, and
yoL there 1€ a family resemblance, He
had taken to haunting me.

“Mr, French has warned me not to
mind him. He says he |8 sure to pros
pose to me, but that I'm not to be of-
fended, as It's a disenss ‘the poorp
creatura s afflicted with, just as if
ho had eplleptio fits,' and that he
would make eyes at o broomstlok
with a skirt on it If he could got
nothing else; all of which s Inter-
esting but scarcely complimentary,
Things are so dull just at present
that 1 really think I must lead him
on, I am sure when he does do 1t |t
will be awfully funny., His name Is
Givean, Everything is gueer about
him.

“It ralned yesterday and ths day
befare, but to-day Is simply glorious,
And now 1 must stop In earnest
Ever yours lovingly, VIOLET."

Miss Grimshaw had beon writing
her letter at the writing table in the
sitting room window, Tha sitting
room was on the ground floor, nnd as
she looked up from addreasing the
envelope Mre. Glveen, at the window
and backed by the glorious SBeplembar
afternoon, met h gaze,

He was looking In at her. How
long he had been standlng at the
window gazing upon ler It would ba
impossible to say, Ireitated at having
been  spied upon, Miss Grimshaw
frowned at Mr, Giveen, who smiled in
return, at the same time motionlag
her to open the window,

"Well" sald Miss Grimshaw, put.
ting up the sash,

“Come out with me,” sald Mr,
Giveen, “Michael s off at Drome.
boyne, and there's no one Lo know,
PPut on your bat and gome oul with
me,"

*(lo out with you? Where?"

“I'll get the boat and take you to
pee the senls on the Beven Bisters
Bocks, s The soi Is as smooth as a—
smooth as a=-smooth ns o what's-1ts.
name. 'l basthinking of it In a mins
ft. Stlek on“your hat and coms out
with me,”

vSame other day, when Mr. French

In ut home, 1 don't understand your
meaning at all when you talk about
nobody Knowing. | never do things
thot 1 want to hide

“Sure, thut was only my Joke"
grinned Mr. Giveen: “and If you

don't come to-day you'll never come
at all, ftor it's the end of the season,
and It's 4 hundred 1o one you won't
flad aootber duy Ot w gv Ul Dext
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Moriarty, run for & policeman. Take
a horsa and‘zo for a cohatahla at
Drumboyne. ell, then, what do you
mean, nh T—whal do you mean, eh?—
blackguard, with your philanders
l'xl‘f You bubble-headed, chuokie
beaded mon of w black sweep, you!
Call yourself an Irish gontleman! Ine
sulting & Indy! Miss Grimahaw, say
the word, and Il stick the ugly head
of him in the water and drown him!*
“No, nol"” oried the girl, taking ths
words lterally. '‘Perbaps ha didn't
mean It,. 1 don't think he is quite
right. He onily wantad to kiss me.
He rocked the boat. Perhaps it was
only in fun'*
“Now limen te ma,” erisd French,
avery second word with
“If T aver oateh you within

n sha

five milas of Drumgools again 1'il
give you A lambasting you won't get
over In & month. U's my last

word to Ot you go!"

The last words were followsd a
mont explicit kick that sent r.
(Hiveen racing and running across the
bit of sand till he reached the rocks,
over which he scrambled, making

time to the mouth of the

:iurud and shook his flst at his

neman.

“I'Il be even with you yet, Mick
French!” criad Mr. Giveen.

“"Away with yom!"™ replled the
threatensd one, making aa If to run
aftar him, at which the figure of
Mr. (Mvean vanishsd into the Davil'a
:inyhnlo as & hat vanishes up

rain,

Frenoch burat into & laugh, in which
Miss Grimshaw joined.

“Now he'll ba your anemy,” sald
the girl as Moriarty flung the sculls
over his shoulder they propared
to return to the

“Mueh 1 ecarel" replied the owner
of Garryowen.

—— e —

CHAPTER II.
ooff l R OPRINCH” sald Violet,

ons morning, entering
the siiting-room whaere
he wan writing letters,
4o you know Eiffle can
walk ™
“1 beg your pardon—what did yenu
say T asked Mr, Fremoh, dropping his
pen and turning in his chalr,
*Tha ohild's not a coripple at all

Bhe can walk as well aa I can.”
*Walk! Why, she's been a oripple

summer; and I'll show you the big
sea cave,” finished he, “for the tide
will be out by the times we've had
& look at the seals. It's not foolin'
you I am. The boat's on the beach,
and It won't take ten minutes to get
there."

“I'll eome down and Jook at the
sen sald Miss Grimshaw, who could
not reaist the appeal of the lovely
afternoon, “if you'll walt flve seconda
til I get my hat™

“"Sure, 1I'd walt five bundred years,"
replled the cousin of Mr, French,
propping himself against the house
wall, where he stood whistling softly
and breaking off every now and then
to chueckle to himmself, after the fash.
fon of a perdon who hins thought of
a good Joke or has got the bLetter
of another in a deal.

Five minutes lator, hearing the girl
leaving tho house by the froot door,
he cams round and met her,

“This way,"” sald Mr, Givean, tak-
fng a path that led through the
kitehen-garden and so round a clump
of stunted fir trees o the break In
the cliffs that gave passage to the
strand. *“Now, down by these rocks.
It'a a powerfully good road, and I've
told Michasl time out of mind he
ought to have it levelled, but much
use thers In In talking to him, and
him with his head full of horaas,
Wil you take & hold of my arm?

“No, thanks. I can get on quite
well alone”

“Well, step eareful. Musha, but I
wns nearly down then myself, Do
you know the name they give this
crack in the cliffs?"

SNO

“It's the Devil's Keyhola."

“Why do they call i1t that?™

“Why, falth, you'll know that when
you hear the wind blowing through
it in wintepr. It moreeches so you
can hear it at Drumboyne. Do you
know that I live at Drumboyne?"

“That's the wvilluge bgitween here
and Cloyne is it not?"

“That's it. But do you know wheras
you left Drumboyne?"
oi.\",.t!

“Well, now, by any chance, did you
ses a bunuukaw on tho right after
you left Dirumboyns.

“Yes, I did ses a bungalow."

“That's mine,” sald Mr, Giveen with
A sigh, “As nice n house as there Ia
in the country, If It wasn't that I
was all alone In 11"

*Ton't you keep a mervent?™

“A servant! Bure, of courss [ keep
A sérvent—two, DBut It wasn't a ser-
vant I was meaning, Shull 1 tell you
what I was meaning?"

“I'm not much Interested in other
people’s affalrs,” sald Misy Grimabhaw
hurriedly. *“Ah! there's the sea ot
last.*”

A turn of the cleft had suddenly
discloasd the great Atlantie Ocvenn

Hlus and amooth as satin, It eama
glansing In, breaking gently over and

nround the rocks—huge, binck rocks,
shaggy with seawesd, holding nmong
them pools whers nat low tides youn
would find rock bass, lobstors saod

criha,

"What a jolly little bonat!™ sald the
girl, resting her hand on the thwart
of a sturdy little whitespalnted
dinghy. "Da yon go fishing In this?"

“Michael does,” replled Mr, Glvean,
“"hut I'm no fisherman, Doolan, lan't
the sen smooth enough to take the
young lady for a row?*

Ho shouted the words into the ear
of an old weather-boaten bontman,
who was as deaf ns n post,

“PBut 1 snld T wouldn't gol™ sald
Misa Grimshaw,

“You Hdn't”

“I did"=-senrching her memory-—
“at least T didn't say T would go."”

"Well, say you will go now,
inte the boat with you."

T won't!™

‘“"Well, then, all the
anld Mr, Glveen, "and

and

fun's spolled™
t's o fool yonu've

been making of me, Sure, IU's hin-
dredo of girls 've taken ocut o ses
the caves, and pever one of them

wfrald but you™

‘¥Tm not afrald,” sald Miss Grime
shaw, beginnlng to wavéd, "and
don't want o spoll your fun. How

long would it take us to see the
cavesT™

“Not mors than an hour or two—
less maybe.”

“"Well,” maid the rl, suddenly
making up her mind, *I'll come.”

It was a momentous decision, with
far-reaching effects destined to touch
all porta of people and things, from
Mr. French to Garryowen, a deolsion
which, in the ensuing April, might
have changed the courss of racing
events profoundly.

So slender and magioal are the
threads of cause that the fortunes of
thousnnds of clerks with an instinot
for racing, and thousands of wports-
men, and innumerable “bookies” all
swoept suddenly that afterncon Into
the control of an event so slmple na
n bonting excuralon on the weal const
of lreland. -

Hhe steppad Into the boat and took
her seat in the stern, Mr. Glveen
and Doolan pushed the little ernft off,
and just as she wns water borne Mr,
Glveon tumbled in over the bow,
solzed a scull and pulled her Into
deep water,

The rocks made a tiny natural har-
bor, whers the dinghy floated with
pearcely n movement while the oars-
man got out both sculls. .

“Thern's the Beven Sisters,” sald
Mr, Givesn, resting his oars and
pointing away to the north, whera
the peaked rocks atood from the sea,
cutting thoe sky with thelr sharp
angles and making froth of thes awell
wlith their spurs

Hroad ledges of pock ocourred hare
and there at their base, and on thoss
ladges tho seals on an afternoon like
this would be sunning themsalves,
watohing with Hand humian eyes the
surging froth, and ready to dive fath-
oms deep nt the approach of man

Mixs Grimshaw heard borns on the
broezo, which was blowing from the
north, ths falnt crying of the gulls
round tho rocks, It was the volcos
of the Seven Sistars forever Inment-
ing, blue weather or gray, calm or
Wtoarm

“Where ara you golng to?" asked
ah

P\w.nruwr yon pleass,' said he. "It
wa wore to KO on as wa're going now,
do you know where wao'd land?

“America., Tow'd you llke to go to
Amarioa with ma? Say the word
now,” want on Mr Glvean, with o
jooularity that was quite lost on his
companion. “Say the worfl, and on
we'll g0’

“Purn the boat round,” sald Mias
Grimshaw, suddenly and with de-
clslon, "“Wae are too far out. Row
back. T want to go home."

“And how about the senla?’

“I dop't want to sea them. Oo
back!"™

“Woll now, llsten to me, Do you
and over thers, hehind us, that binck
hole in the cliffs, about & quarter of
a mile, or maybe less, from the
Davil'a Kayhola?™

"Which? Whera? Oh, that! Yea™

“Wall, that's the big sea cave that
AVEry ons goas o soe HSure, you
haven't seen Ireland at all till you've

besn In the Davil's Kitehen-—-that's
the name of it. Shall I row Yyou
thara?"

“Yon, anywhera, so long as we get
close to the shore, It frighlens me
out here

“"Sura, what call have you to ba
nfraid when I'm with you?" asked
Mpr, Glvesn (n o tendar tone of valoe,
turning the bhoat's head and making
for tha desired shore,

T don't know, Let us talk of some-

thing else. Why do they call 1t the
Devil's Kitchen?'
“Falth, you wouldn't ask that if

you heard tha hullahaloo that eomea
out of 1t in ths big storms. You'd
thinlk, by the frying and the holling,

It was elephants and whalas they
wara conking. But in summear it's as
calm us n—calmp as a-what's-lts.
nime.  Musha, 11 bo remoemboring 1t
i n minit

They wera now in close to tha

cliffs, and the entrancs to the Davil's
Kitchen loomed large-—s semi-olpeu-
Iar areh beneath which tha gijen
waler Mooded, washing the basalt pll-
lars with & w sound which

onme distinctly to the boat. The olift
above strotehed up, immense, and the
erylug of the cormbrants filled the
alr and flled the schoes.

Wheellng about tha rocks away up,
where In tha breading season they
bad their neats, they scemed to reasnt
the approach of the boat. On a ledge
of rock near the cove mouth scme-
thing dark moved swiftly and then
aplashed Into the sea and was free.

It was a soal.

“I'll taks you Into the eave to have
n look at 1t," crind Mr. Glveen, rals-
ing his volee to uut.gutut‘.th. cat.:;;
moranta, “You n 'S
afraid. The devile ﬂ'ilﬂdn.‘y._
it'a too fine weMlber for him."”

*Don't go far in"” orled Miss Grim-
ahaw, and an she spoke the words
the boat, urged by the rower, paesod
Into the gloom beneath the archway.

She saw the boltle-green woater of
tho rising and falllng swoll washing
tha piliars and the walls from which
the seaweod hung in fathom-long
ribbona; then they were In almost
darkness, and as Mr, Glveen rested
on his oars she could hear ths water
slobbering against the walls, and
from far away Iin the gloom, every
now and then, & bursting sound ans
the awell filled some hole or ahaft and
was spat out again.

After A moment or two, har eyes bea.
coming accustomed to the darkneas,
the vast aize of the place became ap-
parent. Far groater than the inside
of a cathedral, given over to Anrk-
nesa and tha aca, tha Devil's Kitehen
wns certainly a place to make one
pausn,

In the storms of winter, when, like
the great mouth of some ginnt fght
ing the waves, 1t roared and stormed
and apat ont volumes of water, fillad
now almost to Ita roof, now blowing
the sea out in showers of spray, the
horror of 1t would be for & beld \mag-
ination to coneelve,

Even to-doy, 'in i best mood, 1t
wis not a piece to linger in,

“Now [I'va brought you in"™ sald
Mr. Cdveen, hls volea finding echoss
in the darkness, “and what will you
give mo to bring yon out?”

“Nothing. Turn tha boat. T don't
ke the place. Turn the boat, | say?”

Bhe stampod on the bottom boards,
and her volce came back to her ears
with a horrible cavernous sound, as
Aid the lnughter of Mr. Giveen.

Ha turned the boat so that she waa
fronting the arch of light at the en-
trance, but he did not row toward It
Instead he bognn rocking the bont
from aide to side in a boylsh and
Inrky way that lterally brought tha
heart of Miss Grimshaw inte her
mouth,

“Stop 1t1” she eried.
set, Oh, Il tell Mr. French.
o, pleass—ploass stop it,"

“Well, what will you give me If I
stop 1t? Coms, now, d-m'trhu ahy.
You know what T mesn, What will
you give mail"

YAnything you lke'

*Then wo'll make 1t a kiss?

“Yon, auything! Only take me out
of this."”

“Pwo Kissoa?* asked Mr. Oiveen,
pulllng in bis oars and waklng
comna aft,

“rwenty. Only not here. You'll
upset the boat. Don't stand up,
You'll upset us* L

"Well, when we get back then?
saild the amorous one,

i-‘ro’.!l

“And you won't tell Michael?"

“No, no, nol"

“On your word of honor?”

"We'll bs up-
Buwp Itl

“Yea "

“gSwear by all'a blus*
"yen"

“Hut that's not @wearing.”

Y1 don't know wwhat all's blue is,
Ouchl*™

The boat, drifting, had drifted up
ageinat the wall of the cave, and the
wwoll, which had o riso and fall of
¢lghteen inehey or more, wan grinding
the starboard thwart lovingly agalnst
tha seawead and rock.

“I gwear by all's blue,” shrisked the
girl. “Anything! Quickl  FPush her
off, or we'll be over,”

“Faltb, and that was a near shave,” shakes

sald Mr. Glvesn, shoving the boat off
with an oar,

Heo got the sculls in the rowlocks,
and o fow strokes brought them ube
der the arch Into duylight again,

“Mind, you've sworn,” sald Mr.
Giveen, who evidently had & wvery
prosent and wholesome & ot his
cousin, Michasl French,

“"Don't speak to me,” replled his
charge, whosa lips were dry, but
whose Lterror had now, on finding her-
solt In compurative safety, turned
Into burning wrath. "Den't speak to
wo "yuu gownrd!  You—you beast|-—
or 111 it you with this*

A bomtHeok of adh and prosphor-
bronge lay at her fest, and she
sdlzed 1L

Mr., Glvean syod tha boathook., It
did not promise kissos on landing,
but It was a very effigiant persuadoer,
in it way, to & swlift return,
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Now, Mr. French, that day after
luncheon, had ridden into Drumboyne
about some plgs he was anxious to
mell, He had falled to come to terma
with the plg merobat, and had re-
turned out of temper.

In the stableyard he had met Morie
arty, his factotum,

"It you plage, sorr”™ sald Morlarty,
“I've fust heard from Doolan that
Mr. Glvean lhias taken the young lady

out In & boat."

The contempt whioh Moriarty h:d
for Mr, Giveon and the dislike "
fully expresssd in the tone of his
words,

“IYyou mean to say that i(diotle
fool has taken Miss Grimshaw out in
the dinghy? eried Michasl Frenoh,
letiing himaelf down from the sanddle,

*Yeon, sorr.”

*Think of Doolan letting ths girl
K0 out with that ege-headod ass of &
Mek Glvesn!” grumbled Frenoh, half
to himaelf and half 1o Morlarty, as he
made down the Devil'a Keyhole, fol.
lowed by the other. “He'a been hang-
ing after her for the last weo't, pop-
ping In at all hours of the day, and
am sure an he gots a girl into the boat
elosn with him ho's surs (o be making
o fool of himself and maybe upsettd
her, and the both of them dpo A
Not that he'd matter; not that he'd
drown, either, for that bladder of a
head of his would keep him afloat,
Do you ses any sight of them, Momi«
arty?"

They had reached the shore, and
Morlarty, standing on a rock and
shading his eyes, wis looking over
tho sen,

“No, sorr™

“Come on te tha cove, ITe'a sure
to come back thers, if ho ever comes
back,”

“Huore they ars, sorr” eried Mori-
arty,"

Mr, Franoh ross to his feet, The
dinghy was rounding the rocks. Mr
Giveen, a4t the sculls, was evidontly
remonntrating with the girl, who see-
thg help at hand, and vengeance in
the forms of tha two men on the
beaoh, was standing up in the stern
of the boat—at least, half standin
up—now mlmost ervet, now orouched
and elutehing the thwart, she secmod
ready to jump on the rocks they wers
passing—to jump anywhers, so long
an sho got free of tho boat and her
companion.

Ons might have thought that fear
was impelling her, It was not fear,
bhowever, but anger and irritation.

French and Morlarty rushed into
the wator up to thelr knees, selzed
the dinghy on elther slde of the bhow,
and ran her up on the sand, while
Mr, Glveon, with hds coat In his hand
and his hat on the back of his head,
tumbled over the sids and made as if
o make off,

“Htop Wm!" erded the girl, “He's
wmaulted mo! e has nearly drowned
me! Hoe frightened me into swearing
I wonldn't tedll”

“I didn'y,” eried Mr. (Mvean, now In
thae powerful grasp of his cousin, "It
wansn't my fault, Lat looss of me.
Let up or I'll hive the law of you!™

“Didn't youT' replied French, wha
had caught his kinsman by the scruft
of his neck and was holdln‘, him
from behind, shaking him as a terrior
s rat, “we'll soon sce that

never lela her on her feet by any
shancel™

“Yen, but when she's aione she runs
about tha room, and she's as sound on
her logs as I am.”

*But Dr. O'Malley said with his
own mouth she was a eripple for
lifat™

“How long ago was that?

“Four yeara"

“Has he seen hor lately?™

“Beon ber lately? Why he's been
in his coffin three years ¢ome next
Ootobar|"

“Have you had no othar dootor te
woa her?”

“Sure, there's no one slss hut Raf-
ferty at Cloyne, and he's & fooly=
and she won't ses doctors; ahe saye
they are no use to her"

“Waell, ull I can say ls that I've
seenn her walking, Hhe can run, and
she telle me she has been able to for
yoars, only no ons will belleve her.
Whenever they ses her on her fout
ahe says they pop hoer back on the
eouch, The poor child seoms 1o Lave
beocoms &o hopeloss of makiog any
ons believe her Lhat phe has submits
ted to her fute, 1 belleve abe hall be-
lloves horself that she ocughtn't te
walk, that it's a sort of sin; she does
It more out of perveralty than any-
thing else. She's been coddled Into
Invalldhood, and I'm golng to coddie
har out of it,” sald Misa Grimshaw.
“And It you will come u rs with
me now, I'll show you that ahe's as
firm on ber legs as you are yoursslf.'"

They went upstalrs. As [TT]
Grt aw turned the handle of the
door of EMe’a room a scufMling nolse
was lheard, and when they enterad,
the chid was sitting up on the couch,
fushead and bright-ayed,

“Why, what's all this, EMa?" arfed
héf tather, “What's all this I've been
hearing about your running about the
room? Btick ur legs out, and let
ma sea you.do it

Efa grinned.

“1 will, sald she, “If you promise
not to tell Mra. Driscoll"”

For thresa Years the unfortunate
thild had been asuffering from no
other disease but Mre, Driscoll's vivid
imoagination and the firm bellsf hald
by her that 1t child’'s back would
“spap In twa" If she atood on her
lagn. Vivid and vital, this belisf, llke
soms paople’'s falth, refused to llsten
Lo suggeation or eriticlam.

"I won't tell,” sald EMe'a father,
“Up with you and let's ses you on
your plna"™

“Now,'" sald Misp Grimshaw, whan
the evolutions were over, and Mips
French had demonstrated her sound-
ness in mind and limb to the full aat-
iafaction of her sire, “what do you
think of that?"

“But how did you find it out?”
saked tha astonished man,

*She told me It as a secret.'’

“Hend up Mre. Driscoll” sald the
master of Drumgool, surprising No-
rah, the housemald. “Send up Mra,
Dirimcoll. And what are you stunding
;horo with your mouth hanglng open
or " .

“Sure, Mixs EMe, and what are you
doin' off the couch? oried Norah,
shaken out of her respect for her
manter by the might of EfMle on her
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“Doing off the couch? Away with
you down, and send up Mra Driscoll,
You and your ecouch! You've boeen
murdering the child batween you for
the last threa years with your couches
and your ooddling, Off with you!™

“IDon't be harsh to them,” sald
EMe's saviour, as Nomh daparted In
nearch of the houseksoper, “Thoy
dia it for the heat"”

Half an hour Iater Mrs, Driscoll,
with her pet (Hlusion st!ll perfeotly
unshattered, returned to her kitchen
to conduct the preparations for din.
ner, whila EfMe, freed forever from
her bonds, wal on a stool before the
nursery firs, roading.

Miss Grimabaw, coming down a it
o later, found three letters that had

Just cofe by post awalting her. One
wan fr Mr, Dashwood.
It wis a short and rather gloomy

of the Snows

NLEY

record
Davil's Keyhols, Near that spot he Wind through the De

for years! Walkl Why, Mrs. Driscell the

SHAW

——

lotter. He had asked per e
write 1o her, and ahe bad besn Y
Ing forward to n letter from hi y
ahe liked him, and his reco
formed a pleture in her mind
to contemplnte; but this short
rather gloomy srresd was so
him that she at once guessed some-
thing wrong in his afalrs,
Womanlike, »he was not
ploased that he should permit
grlnh worries to taks the sdme
I» pen when he was writinge to g
and she determined to leave the letter
unanswered,
. . . . . . e >

It was November, agd It had bheags
raining for a weok.

vanished—nothing remained
wind and the rain, the rain and |

wind.

BMe's short laasons
neon;&o of hours “N rain
wind-blown day. 0 oha ever
to Drumgools excapt, maybe, a farmer
now and then to see Mr.
and the long drawn

vil's
the rattling of windows fighting
the wind, and the tune of

enomy Jjust now. The United
League wan against him,

Rt gy e
tem, an
ing, two high ofhnm %
of the league,

"“Oome down hewe,"” cried Mr. French

one mornlng, in the hall and

standing
calling up the g where he
caught the mu-"ﬂ'n- G
skirt. “Come down hers thil X )
you something you've never seen
;™ 105’”&;.':.1?;& A 'y
o le
wh&u he r‘nﬂn‘ﬂm t:d'ﬁ'
, and thers,
S Y
old l'l:l pwu on the floor, and hw
ho bk, BUrbLd and, c7istins the
pur an
in Bis handas, & u'lu: Edtm of
mDo t a{ v b yan t
“Don’ ¥
whare you u‘.!.Im I‘l&l.’zﬂ
£ lady what you have.in

“Hure, thay're ma cows’ talle,™
the old fellow, like a child
lesson. ‘‘Me beautiful oows'
that the blackguards
a knife—divil mend uuu.;ud Ilyin

wid bl and ml cut off
* , Oh, the blac
th¥ir knives Into the
crathurs, and lave me
and the rint comin’ du
slok In her bed, and all.
way is that to be thrat'n’
bekass I niver answered  thetr
notles to quit?”

“Cut off his cows' talla?" orfed
girl in horror. “Were I.bzlllln!"

“Yes,” sald Frenc t's
those ruffians oare an ani
a man sither.'

“Oh, but what a orusl,
thing to do! yWhy did they do

“Hecauss Na would not give up his
bit of a farm. And they eall t
solvas Irishmen and the wlm
business is, they are. all,

op your seat ,and I'll sand

drop of whiskey. And dem't
about the rent—I expect the

thing will ba they'll wisit:me.
and they'll get & warm reception

by the girl. “That's the sort of
for Norah.

whon was there w“vr
When waa there &ﬂ“"

e

n lonely old woman was
farm,’ as they eall it? And wan
whiskey and give old Ryan

they do!™
Mr. French left the roam,
:nh“.' h m:lhl:dmnl: otw .
o, as he room
“Talk of ords| dﬂ"
heavena!
Iandlord would eut 'S
a
would mutilate * D4
hear of a llnmw [ )
through the window of & houss
blow tha roof off har , all
cause hor son refused to ‘strip his
done ten miles from here a monthe
hefora you eams, arah, got
a
ful and a bite to eat. He's dﬂﬁk -
thars In the little study, with his
cows' talls those hlackgunrds

enut off In his hand, Take him inta.
the kitchen and Ary him, and let him
sit by the fire; tall Mre. Drisoo)!

to giva him somethi for his old
wife, for ahe's slck In e ¥
“Yeu, that's what Ireland has
Tue Riyan, ruled by ‘& syndionte
yan, a oA
ruffians that make thelr own ta
and don't care a button for the
of God or the law of the land,

pevaral anonymous letters in the 1
month, threatening boyootting
whree, Much T care for them! IJOE.
tha rain's eleared off. I'm golng {n;
tha meet of the hounds at Drum-
boyna, Would you ears to drive with
ma? TIf you had a ridiog hablt wy
might hava ridden.”

“But T have a riding hablt. W
pratty old, but—*

“UIp with you and put it an then.
sald Mr. French, “and T'Il tell M
arty to saddle the grav mare for l"&
Sha'll he round at the door In ten
minutes*

Twenty minutea Jater Miss Oring”
shaw, in a rlding babit and cove
cont, wans riding off with Mr. Frepeh™ !

They struck the road. Tt -
twenty minutes past 5, and n‘l‘i“
mast Was At half-past 10 they ha
plaaty of tima, -y
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